MS              -         CONSTANTINOPLE.

dazzling white of mosque and mountain, and the
occasional golden flash of the pointed minarets,
compose a scene which bewilders and almost
intoxicates by the splendour of its pageantry,
Its peculiar effects would be utterly destroyed if
it boasted stately streets and regular houses.
From those heights you recognise it at once as
a vast camp rather than a city., and as such you
no more quarrel with its gaudy colours than you
would with those of a flag. It is the great
encampment of Islam on the shores of Europe.
The Moslems themselves believe that in the
Book of Fate a day is written, on which they will
have to turn their steps once more toward the
tomb of their prophet. I know not whether an
olbscure presentiment of this sort may not have
contributed in some measure to make the inha-
bitants of Constantinople contented with their
slight and fragile atodes. Certain, however, it is,
that if all the private houses were destroyed in
one of those conflagrations which perpetually
devastate Constantinople, or could be folded
up lie*tents and struck in an hour, or rose